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they would become great friends. According to my idea, it's always rather in that way that you make friends with anybody. You are present together at a moment in the life of the world, perhaps in the presence of a fleeting secret of the world-an apparition which nobody has ever seen before and perhaps nobody will ever see again.
"It may even be something very little. Take two men going for a walk, for example, like us. Suddenly, thanks to a break in the clouds, a ray of light comes and strikes the top of a wall; and the top of the wall becomes, for the moment, something in some way quite extraordinary. One of the two men touches the other on the shoulder. The other raises his head and sees it too, understands it too. Then the thing up there vanishes. But they will know in aternum that it once existed."
<c You think that friendship depends on something like that ? "
" Depends on it - perhaps not. Springs from it. I've just taken a case where the thing to be attested to is the humblest kind of thing. The Pilgrims is the supreme example. And that's why, too, you have so little time to make even a small number of friends - friends whom you may lose, but whom you will never replace."
<c I don't quite see the connection. . . ."
" It's quite clear. Even supposing that in the whole of our lives we have a chance like that at Emmaus -1 mean the chance of stumbling upon an extraordinary presence, which deserves to be attested to in csternum - at what age shall we have it, old man ? Think it over. If we don't have it now ? "
<c That suggests that it's very exciting to be the age we are now and to have the next few years before us. . . ."
"It is, indeed."
<c But you were saying something about love. ... Don't you agree that there's something similar in the case of love ? "
<£ You mean love that is love and nothing else - when friendship doesn't come in as well ? Love is so much mo*e bound up in itself, born of itself. So much more shut ujX

